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ten minutes. You said just now you were going to your study.
I will accompany you there, and we can finish before your
wife's guests arrive."

He had taken his eyes off the disconcerted Necker, and was
staring past him at his daughter, almost as if he were
appraising her as a possible object of seduction, though hardly
worth his pains. Her father did not notice the expression, but
he too glanced nervously towards Germaine, wondering, per-
haps, how much more of their conversation had been overheard
in th e passage. "You have not told me your name," he said,
1 'nor the nature of your business. I must really decline-----"

"It's about Money!" The lion's mangy jaws snapped
abruptly. "That Water Company you control. Is this the
way to your study?"

"Control?" echoed Necker, slightly querulous at this attempt
to browbeat Genius in its own home. "I do not control any
Water Company. I happen to possess a certain number of
shares------"

"Quite enough to give you the running of it!" The deep
voice was no less domineering. "Unless you're cleverer than
I think, and have been selling out already. If you haven't,
I may as well tell you I can make your holding worthless by
this time next year."

"You can?" protested the financier. "Perhaps you'll be so
good as to explain-----"

"I never talk Money with women about," answered the
stranger. "I've found it's a mistake. So if your servant here
will show me the way to your study------"

He stepped back a pace. With one glance'he drove the
frightened maid before him and with another quashed any
attempt that young Stael-Holstein might make to follow.
Monsieur Necker needed no glance to spur him. He was always
willing to talk Money, sufficiently sure of himself on that
terrain to anticipate victory, and revenge for the brutal
rudeness of his adversary. Donning his loftiest smile, he
minced down the passage to the field of battle.

Young Erik was not sorry to find himself alone with
Germaine; he was only annoyed to see that her back was turned
on him, her eyes glued to the empty fireplace.